Pornapthy 
What happed to me?
I was happily disgusted 
By my bookmark of discographies 
It didn't used to end up my feed 
But every links heading me toward something 
Something else... 
But just barely me...
Pornapthy 
What happened?
I knew myself once 
But when I look through 
My history 
I just can not question 
If its really me? 
It was only last year 
that it felt you brought me here 
In the employee restroom 
Hunting...
Its rare to find a link 
That will get the job done in just a brink 
But whats even more rare is to be 
Turned on by a thought of hunting 
The hunt for the next link 
Every link in my history 
Each link taking a peace of me 
And switching it out 
To that fellow down the street 
Always Watching me 
While I am Watching me 
When the screen turns into fog 
Like a water stained glass that I can right words or thoughts 
I am addicted 
But never afflicted 
Since I let the drips erase my statements 
A shower message drowns out by bigger drops
Like satan 
From my penis right down to god 
Is this what you made us for?
To sit around swinging our proboscis 
Like some needle in a haystack of the same human hands 
Rough and bland 
Like the corner of the internet I am in 
a x an x then a com 
Followed by 18 or over click above 
Sign here and their 
Take my fingerprints and hairs 
To get the privledge to be here 
In some virtual zoo where the future is gawking and staring 
I'm in a corporate made heaven 
Where even the porn is as cheap 
And processed as a hybrid of fast foods next to 7/11's
This is the world I am heading 
And this all is impassing my way of sleep 
When I catch the guy down the street 
Is now looking like me 
Or am I him down the street 
Thinking the very same thing?
Am I even in sea of tabs within the restroom?
Or is their more than sites I have consumed?
A question reveals another question 
I presume 
What really happed to me?
Oh pornapathy 
Is this the price of free 
When the product is me 
In my delusions that help progress AI learning
My undeletable history 
Now on CNN's twitter feed 
Do you see what the FUCK I MEAN
Every link is taking me to something
Something thats beyond whats insdie of me 
What happened, you think?
When I saw my pastor 
Clicking on that child link 
He told me 
Don't ever turn into me 
Closed his laptop 
And made fun of me 
That I wasin't like he 
And in effect not like society 
Well look whos now 
Starting to look like me 
All of you down the street 
Watching me 
Just watching me 
This is a human not a zoo 
Might be corporate but theirs still rules 
DOn't cross this boundary 
From legal 
To illegality
Private lifes a ruse for reduced anxiety 
The private lives are in my phone tabs today 
Where human sides of sexy in their alledged privacy 
Accedently bumps the boomarm and cameraman suddenly 
I went from being the stud to being the cameratoy 
Is this thing working? 
Its a potatoo but nature didn't evolve to care past 480 dpi 
Luckly for I 
The lofi works everynight 
I just shown it is possible
To orgasm thinking suicide 
Am I the only guy 
Who knows whats on the otherside 
That otherside of my stunted memory 
I don't know what happened to me 
But the evidence is stacking up neatly
As it all points to intellectual sodomy 
As a skillset for edgy poem links 
Like this one I sent 
To some discography 
Talking to the people watching me 
In some discord affilate link 
Its like the whole worlds in rgb blinks 
Of pixels changing rapidly 
Like the landscape from 2005 
so compressed and cheap 
To 2523 where they woke me up suddenly 
Its not a thought nor of a daydream 
Its not the people watching you down the street 
Its beyond the poem that you linked 
Its beyond what your memories have cared to keep 
Your beyond the confines of human reality 
But further from god or pastors of sodomy 
Would you like to see your very own discography?
It was never me in the first place 
So why bother me? 
I'm too busy watching you
Right NOW 
WATCHING ME 

Pull off my Mask 
To reveal another mask
Of apperent Sanity





